HUNGARIAN   IDYLL

I thought a good deal, on the way, about the people I had been
with. For the first time I had found real Hungarians, the people
who ploughed and tilled this fertile land, and how good they had
been to me. Particularly Istvan. He was a sympathetic and
gallant looking fellow, and I was rather moved that he should wait
in the garden to wave good-bye to a stranger. I often thought of
him and the hard life he had, to wring a modest living from his
few acres there in Dunapatay.